FOREWORD
except on his own terms; and as I was not a tourist concerned
with externals, but a man concerned to find himself with the aid
of the Eskimo, I had to get on with him. The Eskimo was not
in iny eyes an 'interesting species5 nor was I, in my own mind, a
diligent 'scientist/ The stake was bigger than that. I sought to
live the Eskimo life, not to measure it with instruments of
precision.
A good part of this book, therefore, becomes of itself the story
of the encounter of two mentalities, and of the gradual sub-
stitution of the Eskimo mentality for the European mentality
within myself. Of course this substitution never became entire
for long at a time. Again and again the European in me would
protest, would rage; and particularly when the physical strain
seemed too great to be borne, would refuse abruptly to accept
the need for the adoption of the Eskimo view of life — and
would suffer certain consequences. But within the limits of
what was possible for me, I believe I succeeded.
From all that I have said, it will I hope be clear that there is
no fiction in this book. Here and there I have made assump-
tions concerning what was going on in the mind of one or other
of the Eskimos with whom I lived. It is possible that an assump-
tion here or there is inaccurate: if so, the inaccuracy is the
product of ignorance and not of intent. As for the physical and
material life of the Eskimo, I have set that down as I saw it
with my own eyes. I do not insist that other travellers may not
have seen other Eskimos proceed differently.
A few pages of this book contain scenes or references that will
offend the sensibility of the delicate reader. I regret them as
much as anybody does; but what, of this sort, I have allowed to
stand seems to me essential to the presentment of the Eskimo.
G. DE P.
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